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“ HERE’ Ss HOW!” 
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“What Fools Ghese Mortals Be!” 


HE roseate views by Mack and Hitchcock drawn 
The circumambient air incarnadine. 
Compared to these Aurora's flush at dawn 
Is but a four-flush in the color line. 
‘2 


Fire is quicker than the ax of Greed, but the result is practically 
the same. 
Ne 
THERE never was a statesman who measured up to the description 
of the perfervid orator who nominated him. 
he 


(CANNON’s opponent is named Bell. 
corporations’ Uncle Joe! 


May he toll the defeat of the 


“| 
THe primary defeat of Senator Ankeny of Washington was cheering 
news for the reformers. Contrast the State of Washington with 
the State of Connecticut, where the political bosses were able to 
smother the popular opposition to the absurd Lilley, “ East is East 
and West is West,” and it will be many a year before the twain meet 
on the common ground of 


THE people were in charge of the Hughes steam-roller. 


4 


|F 1T were possible for Tim Woodruff to appear more insignificant 


he fills the.bill to-day. 
“<= 


Born Mr. Taft and Mr. Bryan are to address the Lake and Gulf 
Deep Waterway Association. ‘Deep calleth unto deep.” 
_ . 
THE one suicide due to the betting laws hardly balances the death 
and ruin caused by a race-track gambling. 
™ 
From THE sprightly line of European politics latterly purveyed to 
the Sunday press one infers that the foreign correspondents have 
discovered a new brand of smoking tobacco. - 


b> 4 


Tuer PLayGrocunp Association of America has been discussing the 
demoralizing influence of the comic supplements in the Sunday 
press—the dreariest lot of 





good government. 


“Ne 

S EVERY manufacturer and 
every employee, every pro- 
ducer and every consumer, has 
a direct or indirect interest in 
the tariff, etc. —Literary Digest. 
It is a wonder that there 
is such general ignorance of 
its workings and so little in- 
terest in preventing its re- 
vision by its “friends” and 

beneficiaries exclusively. 


— 


Why should the New Jer- 
sey Railroad Commis- 
sion put all its inspectors on 
_ the tracks of the Erie. Any 
hamfatter or hobo can sup- z 

» ply the desired information. a 





















































‘ge be 
Exit Oysrer Bay! Every : 
town has its day. — 
‘ ¥ 
“Tue PropLe of the United 
States are talking base- 
ball, not politics. Baseball 
appeals to all classes. It = 
is interesting, and it is a 
square game. Which is 
more than one can say of 
politics. 













HAPPY HISGEN AND GLOOMY GRAVES. 


junk in the known world. 
Whether they are demoral- 
izing, one may leave to the 
experts in child culture, but 
there are not two opinions: 
—even in publishers’ 
offices—of their incredi- 
ble inanity. 
= xg 
Tue Race for the pennant 
in the Political League 
is even closer than in the . 
National and American 
Leagues. Following is the 
standing of the candidates: 
WE. PAS 
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| KIN SEE 
TROUBLE COMIN’ 
IN NOVEMBER 
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1'M PLEASED 
TO MEET YOUSE 
PEOPLE! 


J Bryan - - - 
. > “=. 
aa se 
‘ ’ Tur two barometers, Ver- 
Gg mont and Maine, coin- 
cide; but what they coincide 
4) about is in dispute. Hence 
the value of political baro- 
meters. 
% Xe 
Desare on the question, 
<= “Shall the People 
Rule?” is still open. but 
since nobody is champion- 
ing the negative a decision 
in favor of -the affirmative 
may be confidently ex- 
pected. 





} LM CKENS 








Myf) 
“iy, 





Ze 













4A 


W 
My 


sae YAW / 
\ 
y 
YN 
THE MEANING OF SOCIALISM. 


EVERY SOCIALIST IN THE CRowpD.— Don’t pay any attention to what these other fellows tell you! They’re crazy! Listen 
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to me! T’ll tell you what Socialism is! 





SHE HELD MY HAND. the Hammock, “such a simple, country thing. I am more complex. 
Lovers don’t interest me. The tangled threads of my life have been 
too often disturbed by them. Besides, three hundred and thirty 
pounds of sentiment don’t jar on you as they do on me. You are 
not so frail as I, but stronger and better able to bear them.” 

“Ves,” said the Rustic Seat proudly, “these strong arms of 
mine have held many happy lovers in their embrace. The 





}] |e held my hand in hers one day, 

( How sweetly slipped the time away !) 
The world seemed naught; the perfect hours 
Were fragrant with the scent of flowers, 

And Life was one eternal May. 































‘ fibres of your being are coarser than mine if you don’t uu 
I did not speak; I could not say appreciate your sacred trust.” ¥ 
One word to mar the pleasing play. The Hammock shook with laughter. Vy 
1 only blessed the higher powers — “‘Trust? Well, it was a case of misplaced confidence = 
She held my hand. last night with me.” 7 
“ What did you do?” The Rustic Seat creaked uneasily. ee 
She told me all. She did not flay “T’m afraid you wouldn’t see the joke. You are so 3 Y 
My hopes with prospects dull and gray; wooden.” vA 4 
‘ Rather she spoke of blissful showers, “What did you do?” persisted the other. if | p! 
Of joys to be, and Fortune’s dowers. . . “Oh, nothing much,” said the Hammock airily, her i) V7 
”Twas at a side-show where you pay — light form swaying in the breeze; “only last evening, , AA 
She held my hand! while the Moon was full, I roped two ‘happy lovers’ in, ro | 
Charles Hanson Towne. and then, while they were soaring in the clouds, I—oh I Za h 
just brought them down to earth again. That's all.” lh | y 
THE LOVERS AVENGED. The Rustic Seat only gave a twisted smile at this, ~_ Zs 
; . which he tried to cover with his gnarled fingers, but the ‘a 
HE Hammock rested lightly a moment on the arm of the Rustic H Seon aid eominte ie thee of aaa a 
Seat, then shook herself free from his embrace. Sane eae fe eeeeeerer eee oe Coe See a 
. f the trick she had played. 
“T am glad m ‘ pia < ! 
Her mirth was soon ended, however, and the lovers ee 
= 


summer is over,” 
she said, yawning. 
“I never have a 
moment’s rest, and 
as for these moon- 
light nights— DOMESTIC POLITICS. 


well, I for one “ wre did you support during the last campaign ?” 


were avenged. Mr. Taft suddenly appeared on the scene 
and sat down upon her. Barbara Blair. 
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wish there were “A wife, two children and a mother-in-law \ | 
no moon.” and kept up my life insurance at the same time.” 4 
“No moon?” at | 
The Rustic Seat SHE WOULD NEVER RISE. — — 
groaned at’such  “ ] wWeARD ‘to-day Miss Bond’s grandfather was a ae. 
a sentiment. baker.” | 
“Where would “He must have been a poor one.” K\! * 
“the poetry, the “Why do you say that?” 
beauty, ‘the “She is so-heavy.” 
lovers of the 
world be with- Wires Freedom from her cart-tail height 
out a moon?” Unfurls her speeches to the air 
. “You are so She tears the union-suit of night 
A BID FOR THE COLORED VOTE. rustic,” returned And waves the tattered underwear. IN NOISELESS NEW YORK. 











here ts a difference between ignorance of the law and ignoring the law, 
especially in the per cent of the dividend declared. 








OSTRICHES. 


ANY stories are told of: the foolishness of the ostrich. 
Everybody has heard, for instance, how this bird will 
bury its head in the sand and conceive itself alto- 
gether hidden. 
‘There can be no reasonable doubt that the 
species goes to great lengths of folly. 
And yet, if the testimony of reliable natural- 
ists may be taken, dark ostriches don’t bleach 
themselves with peroxide of hydrogen, in the belief 
that society will thereupon deem them blondes. 
Nor do they resort to rats, expecting to create 
the impression that their feathers fluff naturally. 
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AGAINST HIS PRINCIPLES. 
a M*: Napor. — How is your husband going to 






SK, vote this fall? 


Mrs. HARDSENSE. — He will not vote at all. 
> He says that in this age of trained men it is abso- 
lute folly to entrust the country to men who have 
had no experience in presidenting at all. 
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~ BEATING HIS RIVAL. 
<—— : a of a “Vine are you crowing about? Griggsby’s 
oe a airship showed itself superior to your’s in 


: every respect.” 
ENTS SOE SS NS. “Ves; but st mine was tested on a fine day the photo- 
THE SHIPWRECKED AERONAUT. —I suppose you farmers have plenty graphs turned out perfect, and Griggsby made his ascent 
to do now. when it was too dark even for a time exposure.” 
THE FARMER.—Allus did. Fust it was them bicycles; then the autos : 
got to breakin’ down; and now you aironutty fellers come floppin’ down all 
over the lot. Yep; I hardly git time to do chores. Gid-ap! ; 


THE SURE WAY. 


BR grt mother found her with an alarm clock on her 
foot, and the alarm set for six o’clock. 





MF PROBLEMS. “Well, for goodness sake, Dorothy, what mischief are you up to 
N HIS return from Enrope recently (people have contracted now ?” 
at the habit of saying important things just before they go “Why, mother, I’m not in any mischief; but my foot’s asleep 
~ to Europe or just when they are returning), the President and I want to wake it up.” 


of the Illinois Cen- 
tral Railway said 
f there were only three GET THE HOOK, OR A SIDE-TRACKED SUICIDE. 
ways to solve the prob- — 
lem facing the railroads of 
the country, viz., by increas- 
U0 ing rates, decreasing wages or = 
increasing business. That 7 
about covers it. Any one or 
all three of these ought to 
help matters from the rail- 
roader’s viewpoint. 

But there are other prob- 
lems. Take the consumer for 
instance. There are three 
ways of solving the problem 
that he faces; viz., decreased 
prices, increased purchasing < 
power and decreased desires. 
If he can bring these about, 
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he will cut a new notch in the ‘*A hook, and I'll end it all! ” 
Utopian totem pole. 
Then there is the laborer. 















There are three ways of solving the problem that faces him; viz., 
increased wages, shorter hours and decreased cost of living. 

In fact, one might go right on and with equal ease solve the 
problem that faces any one or any set of individuals or industries. 
Such petty problems may be turned over to the merest six-dollar-a- 
week clerk. But there is another problem that is more inclusive 
and more difficult. ‘That problem is to find a method of solving 
the problems of all without substantially interfering with the prob- 
lem of each, and vice versa. ‘That is not so easy. Indeed, that is 
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where the argument really begins. And yet there is a growing feel- 
ing that the only way to settle the multitudinous small problems is 
to attack the large problem in a sane, scientific and unprejudiced 
manner. : Ellis O. Jones. 
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OULD SOD WISDOM. 
1s NEIGHBOR.— Whom are you going to vote for, Pat? 
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I wonder if those 
clothes are all paid for.” 


Pat.— Begorra, I’m not goin’ to be after losin’ me vote, so “Good Lord and Taylor!” “Hold on! 
I'll vote for nayther wan or the other. ' 















ov cuT children’s hair? I didn’t know if you did 
or not. I have heard that some barbers don’t like 
to cut children’s hair, and I don’t see why. I 

want this little boy’s hair cut, and—yes you do 

want your hair cut, dearie. Of course youdo! The 

barber man won’t hurt you the least in the world. 

You see he has never had his hair cut by a barber, 

and he has taken a childish notion that he will not 

have it cut. You know how notional a little fellow 

of his age can be. Come, now, Harry must be a good 

boy and let the nice barber man cut his hair. I don’t want it left very 
long nor cut too short, and I hardly know whether I want it cut with 

a bang or not. Do you think it would look well that way? You 

do? Well I—come darling! Let mamma take off his little coat 

and — Oh, yes you do want your hair cut, darling! Of course you do! 

All little boys like to have their hair cut. Papa will be so’surprised 

when he comes home and finds you with your hair cut and I will buy 

you some candy if you will be a real good little boy and not make 
mamma or the nice barber man any trouble and— Harry! Mamma 
will have to be real cross with you if you do not obey her. 

“You know that mamma wants her little boy to be good and to 
look nice, and how can he look nice if his hair isn’t cut as it should 
be? Robbie Barton had his hair cut the other day and perhaps 
he had it cut right here in this shop. Didn’t he, Mr. Barber? Mr. 
John Barton’s little boy over on K. Street. Yes, the barber man 
says that Robbie had his hair cut right here. Just think! And you 
will have your hair cut in the same place in which Robbie had his 
cut. How nice that will be, won’t it, Mr. Barber? Come now and 
—yes, you will! You know, Harry, that when mamma says a 
thing she means it, and that you have to mind her at once. I have 
brought you here to have your nice, pretty hair cut and— Harry! 
The idea of you striking at mamma like that! I am ashamed of 
you and I will have to tell papa if you are not a good boy. You 
let the nice barber man put you into this lovely chair. See the nice 
big glass you can look into. And mamma will stand right by you 
while you are having your hair cut. Lift him up into the chair, 
Mr. Barber man and— Harry! Now you wi// let him lift you into 
the chair! The idea of you kicking and screaming like that! Your 
hair must be cut! 

“He’s going to be a good boy now, Mr. Barber man, and let 
you lift him into the chair and—yes you will, sir! You needn't 
say that you won’t for you wi//, and that is all there is of it! Mamma 
doesn’t like to be cross with her little boy, but she can be so when 
it is necessary, and you know perfectly well that when mamma says 
that you must do a thing you have to do it. Mamma has said that 
you must have your hair cut and that settles it. Mamma can’t 
argue with her little boy. It is his place to do just as she says. 
Mamma is a great deal older than her little boy and knows far 
better than he does what is good for him. Mamma has said 
that her little boy must have his hair cut and — you won’t have 
it cut just the same? Just the same you wi// have it cut! 
When mamma says a thing she means it, as you know. Let 
the nice barber lift you into the chair and— Harry! 

“Is this the way you mind mamma, Harry? What is 
the use of all this naughtiness when you know just as well 
as you know anything at all that when I tell you that you 
must do a thing you Aave to-do it? I am not like these 
weak mothers who give right in to their children. When I | 
say a thing I mean it, as my children know. Now mamma’s 
boy is going to get right into the chair and let the nice bar- 
ber man cut his hair oh so nice! Lots and lots of little boys 
come here to have their cut, don’t they, Mr. Barber man? 
Hear that! He says that sometimes twenty little boys a day 
come here to have their hair cut. Just think of that! And 
none of them make their mammas any trouble, do they Mr. 
Barber? Of course not! ‘They like to have their hair cut. 
Papa says that when he was a little boy he thought it was fine 
to go to the barber and have his hair cut. Mamma will lift 
you into the nice, pretty chair herself and — was there ever such a 
naughty, naughty little boy? To strike and kick at his own mamma 
and try to jerk her hat off! Now this simply will not do. When 








AT 


mamma says a thing you have to obey her whether you want to or 
not and—stop that! Such actions! As if you could make mamma 
give in to you by being a bad, bad, naughty boy! Indeed you 
cannot! Stop this instantly! ‘ ° 

“Very well! Mamma will not buy you any of the candy nor 
make the little cake she said she would make for you if you would 
have your hair cut and—very well, sir! Mamma will take you 
home and you will be very sorry that you have been such a bad, 
bad boy! What do you suppose the barber man thinks of you? 


You ought to care. Mamma is ashamed that you do not. Good. 


day, Mr. Barber. I am sorry the child is so unwilling to have bis 
hair cut. I will bring him in again in a day or two and simply in- 
sist on him having his hair cut. I do not think that he is very well 
to-day and perhaps it would be better to wait until he is quite him- 
self. Usually he is the most obedient child I ever saw and I insist 
on him being so, but— Harry/ The idea of you pulling and haul- 
ing at me like that! Stop it! Mind what I tell you! You know 
very well that when I tell you todo a thing you simply Aave to do it! 

“Yes, yes, I’m coming! Good-day, Mr. Barber. So sorry 
that— Harry/ You wait for me, sir!” 

Max Merryman. 


NATURE BELOW ART. 


SS. do you think of that? Isn't it a magnificent 
view? 

Miss Briassay.—-I must confess my disappointment. But 
then (afologetically ), I've seen postals of the place, you know. 


BOTH ALIKE. 


« Shae prospectus says that this mining scheme is a ‘gilt-edged 
proposition whose character is in perfect harmony with the 
x,” 


reputation of its promoters. 
: ‘Then ‘guilt-edged’ is the correct term.” 


OUR SPRIGHTLY JOURNALISM. 


| ge ea toy is a wedding and a racing meet to-day. 
What shall we do about them ? 
EpiTor.— Tell the prizefight man to handle the wedding and let 
the funeral reporter cover the other. ‘ 














RURAL FREE DELIVERY. 
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“REDEEMING 


IN OTHER RESPECTS THE Musica CoMepy was BEYOND REDEMPTION. 





FEATURES.” 





SURE THING. 


INCE Kate has took a college course 
Sa) I’m viewin’ with alarm 
The way she’s fixin’ everything ; 
Artistic on the farm. 
The litter on the mantel shelf There ain’t no parlor any more, 
Is sech, that, I declare, It’s ‘*drawin’-room,”’ by cat! 


A feller has to walk on eggs 
*To keep his feet up there. 


No self-respectin’ man would want 
A funeral in that. 


The good old easy-chair is gone, 
The sofy’s in the shed, 

An’ mission stuff, an’ ‘‘art noovo” 
Is doin’ us instead. 


qj Ap’ though at all the hoitfey: things. : 


* 4, Kate keeps a-pkin’ fun. 
‘a : Ws, y 7 a aes <3°°% 
» Theda MtBelt mighty glorified ‘ 
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re 4 a “How ugly this:stufbis. aa ah 
Fo ee Pe, ¢MeLandbiirgh Wilson. » 





» Y od WR 2; 
THE CARE; OF PLANTS. 
i ed :LLO! Is tliis the emergency 


‘Kind of 11g State Street talking. 
Can you run your automobile am- 
bulance up an alley?” . 

_ «Well, that depends on the 
alley.” - 

'* “Fhe reason I asked is this. 
I have planted some geranium 
sprouts in my front yard and I 
don’t want them ruined. You know, 
the fumes from automobiles are deadly 
to frail growing .plants. The stems in- 

















A PERTINENT QUESTION. 
ONE OF THE SPECTATORS.—Say, who invented 
the saying, ‘‘As weak as a cat’? 


hale the gasoline gas in place of oxygen in the atmosphere, and 


_ instead of budding into beautiful flowers they gradually begin to 


droop and fall off into nothing, dying in no time. 1 don’t see 
why the emergency hospital has an automobile ambulance when one 
drawn by horses is much nicer and much more convenient. As I 
said, I have been working over my geranium sprouts now for two 
days trying to make them come up. Geraniums beautify the yard 
and —” 

“Madame, is any one hurt?” 

“My mother told me when I purchased 
the tiny plants from a florist that they 
would not live a minute-if I didn’t be 
careful about street and gascline fumes. 
Now they are planted right up against 
the fence in my front yard so that a 
passing automobile is bound to harm 
them. Of course, if you can run up 
the alley, it will save —” 

“Has some one been int- 
jured?” - 

“Yes, my husband fell down 
stairs a moment ago and the doc- 
tor says he is injured internally and 
must be removed to the hospital. 
You can send the ambulance, but 
be sure to come through the alley 
so you won’t kill my sprouts.” 

. John H. McNeely. 


AN AWFUL SCARE. 
so apg hd the “Carps Cork- 
ing Burlesque Show” a success? 
Pike.—I should say not. Dur- 
ing the second act one of the min- 
nows started a panic by yelling 
“ Here comes the hook!” 


DAMPENED ENTHUSIASM. 


“ ©o you didn’t give-those clothes to 
the poor, after all ?”- 

“No, indeed. They were so horribly dress- 

ed that we were ashamed to go near them.” 
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; ; THE BEADS. 


s MAME approached young womanhood, 
She balked at scrubbing floors and stairs. 
The gossips of the block averred 
‘That she was getting uppish airs. 
She blossomed out, one Sunday morn, 





A thing of feathers, bows and fuss, 
While in her ears the neighbors saw 
‘T'wo pearl drop jewels, hanging thus: 


oO Oo 


She soon became the reigning belle, 
Of all the district, thereabout. 

Her dresses at the Barkeeps’ Ball 
Put all the other girls to rout. 

Her father — but we'll let that wait, 
Until with his expense we reck. 

The neighbors gazed in great surprise 
At beads like these, about her neck: 


°°009.0000000000°” 


A grand display of wealth she made, 
Like women of a higher plane, 
Who goad the men folks on to toil, 
And glitter with their hard earned gain. 
Mame’s father labored with a hod; 
The beads that framed the showy miss, 
Cost daily beads upon his brow, 
That stood out, as he slaved, like this: 
0000000000000 
0000000000000000 
0000000000000 


0000000000 
Charles R. Barnes. 


THE PATER DETECTIVE AGENCY. 


y= parents of college men read in their morning paper of 
some student lark that took place the night before, they some- 
times are naturally curious to know whether their son was one of 
those actively interested. You read that a trolley car was held 
up by the students, imaginary fares rung up to the capacity of 
the indicator, the car run to the campus, pushed off the tracks 
and carried up into the main corridor of University hall. Was your 
son one of those arrested and fined? You wonder. You read that 
a circus visited the college town, and attempted to give a parade. 
‘The students threw firecrackers and stampeded the elephants. Was 
your son one of the executive committee in this affair? “Perhaps 





: ON THE AIR LINE. 


Tue EacLe.—Gee, fellows, but ain’t these Noonday Rests the candy innovation? 


Fill your glasses and let’s make a pool on the next hour's run. 
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A BAD, BAD BREAK. 


Ciry Epitor (New York Hotbox).— James, you said that an 
old woman wished to see me. 
OFrFice Boy.— Yessir. 
Ciry Epiror.— Well, James, I’m afraid you'll never make 
anewspaper man. That lady is the child-wife of Bangs the Biga- 
mist, whose picture is on the front page to-day. Next time, look 
twice. 


. 


you would like to know. The students get angry at a nickelodeon 
manager who unjustly ejects a student, while the house policeman 
beats him over the head. ‘The students wreck his moving picture 
show the following ‘night. The glass front is broken in; the decor- 
ations are racked, the electric piano is demolished, opera seats are 
torn up by the roots. Fifteen students are under arrest, and are 
bound over to the circuit court for participation in a riot. Was your 
son one of the fifteen? Perhaps you are interested. 

If you have a son away at college you should by all means 
engage the services of the Pater Detective Agency, which sends the 
father a detailed report every morning. Below we give a specimen. 


SPECIMEN Report. 

Date, Oct. 3, 1909. Son’s name, Tad Smith. Father’s name, Hiram C. Smith. 
Name of College, Yarvard College. Address 
of son, Eta Bita Pie Fraternity House. 

Grade student received in recitations yesterday: 
French, 14%; History, 19%; Rhetoric 
(bolted); Botany (bolted); Average grade 
in recitations, 84 %. 

Athletic record: ‘Vrack work, good; Baseball, 
poor, fumbled ball; Football, excellent, 
touchdown. 

Smoke record: Cigars, 0; Pipes, 6; Cigarettes, 15. 
Frats visited: Chi Yi Sighs, Alfalfa Delts, Delta 
Sigma Sonofagons, Sigh Whoopsilons. 

Beefsteak feeds: 1. (At Joe's.) 

Souvenirs accumulated: Washatenaw Avenue 
sign, Fire extinguisher (M.C, R R,). ** Keep 


off the grass,” ‘‘No smoking,” ** House for 
rent,” Red danger lantern (Sawyer St. sewer 
repairs ). 


Chorus girl to supper: Miss Tottie Dimple, Bijou 

Opera House. 

Theatre: ‘* Uncle Tom’s Cabin,’ Olympic. 
Retired: 2 A, M. to-day. 

Remarks: Regarding the wrecking of the 
moving picture show, we are pleased to report that 
your son was not one of those arrested. His ab- 
sence from the fray was the result of a sprained 
ankle, suffered that morning while pole vaulting. 
Consequently he was in bed with his foot bound 
up when plans of wrecking the theatre first reached 
him. With the aid of a pair of crutches and his 
friends’ assistance he. managed to reach the scene. 
His injury, however, prevented his taking a more 
strenuous part in the affair than that of spectator 
and souvenir gatherer. He has a roll of electric 
piano music as a souvenir of the evening. 





Respectfully submitted, 
PATER DETECTIVE AGENCY. 


Donald A. Kahn. 


} 
: 
‘ 
| 








t you know 
I’m a-—alliturned rou 


THE LOST 


‘es 
2) 
Q 
wi 
a 
° 
1S) 
> 
a 
(=) 
& 
M 
fxs 
° 
n 
2 
4 
° 
= 
oO 


Tue Wair.— No—o-o! 








THE PUCK PRESS 


So kre re gta aberrin aera a CTE AS Se eee PEER A ES SAR cece RTE ao ae 


- 





ee 








«~ 
a 
° 

A 

2 

= 
Ps 
a -) 

3- 

{ 
s 2 
a - 
r) 
S 
& 

F 4 

zs 

° 

S 

af 
s 
o 


= 
e 
— 
2 
=] 
© 
S 
= 
= 
{ 
ct 
£ 
— 


ops.— Don’t ¥ 


by! 





HE LOST CHILD. 
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“BROUGHT UP ON THE BOTTLE.” 
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Henry SMi1'H.—Got any blonde rats? 

PROPRIETOR.— Blonde rats! Do you mean 

HENRY SMItH.—I don’t know what they look like, but my wife 
phoned me to be sure and bring her home a blonde rat. Gimme a 
couple of white mice. Maybe they’ll do. 





NEXT TIME HE WENT 





TO ANOTHER STORE. 


er ata egy ae 















His Wirr.— Henry Smith! You fool, you! How do you sup- 
pose I’m going to do my hair over a pair of white mice? 





JED WRENTHAM’S WATCH. 


PEAKING about watches,” remarked old man Danielson, “I 
can well remember back some four or five years ago 
when a Circus.come to town, and a fellow set up a stand 
on the circus grounds and commenced to sell all kinds 

of watches from five dollars apiece and upwards; 
and Jed Wrentham looked ’em all over a spell, and 
then up and fished out a good five dollar bill and 
bought a likely looking one.” 

7 “Great game, that, to play on you country chumps,” 
put in the smart boarder, who was loafing around the 
store waiting for the mail to come in. “Those sharks get 
a lot of fancy gilt frames, and some cheap watch movements, French, 
Swiss or American — it don’t matter which so long as they will tick — 
put them in the gaudy frames, and then you country folks bite at 

them like a lot of mackerel. So Jed got badly stung, eh?” 

“Stung! I never said nothin’ about Jed ever keeping bees,” 
said the old man, mildly. 

“Oh, I mean he got stung on the watch trade. It was good 
to look at, but like the countryman’s razor that wasn’t made to 
shave, it was all right to bulge out a watch pocket, but not worth a 
hoot to catch a car by.” 

“I don’t think Jed ever thought to catch cars by it when he 
bought it; never calculated it for no sech pur- 

pose, for he seldom ever went over ten or 
twenty miles from home, and then he 
went afoot or else hired_a livery rig. But 
he got a mighty good watch all the 
same, I’m telling you. ‘There was 
only one other watch in town that 

would run anything like within a 

couple of seconds a day of it, and 

that was one I bought the same 
summer from a mail order man 

in York, and gin the same price 

for it, too. Well, I’m telling you, 
stranger, them two watches were 

just like a reflection of each other 
when it come to telling the right time. 
Fact is, they used to hunt up either Jed 
or me every time they wanted to set the 
town clock, and they didn’t care much 
which man they found to give ’em the 
sun sop either. Don’t you think, 


young feller, that because we live up here in the country we can’t 
tell time, ’cause we can.” Jack P. Robinson. 





MINOR POESY. 


A THOUGHT once stole, by mistake, into the mind of a minor poet. 
It was a very little thought and it was frightened at the vast 
empty spaces, and cowered timidly into a dark corner, where it hoped 

to escape observation. 
But in a moment the poet had 


discovered it, and straightway he N 
pounced upon it avidly, and . 
mauled, jammed, cut, squeezed 9G 
and otherwise tortured it. ¢ 


The thought suffered greatly, 
but the poet did not desist until he 
had achieved his purpose, which 
was to grind out another sonnet and ? 
keep himself betore the public. = Mm Ws 





INCAPACITATED THE PLANT. 
Se a wasn’t there SIE R Avyy) 


any issue this week ? 

Epiror (thickiy).—The paper 
gave out 

SUBSCRIBER. —Nonsense. 























There’s enough of it around here to . AV 


write an acceptance of a presidential 
nomination. 

Epiror.— As I was saying, the 
paper gave out a story about Billy 
Wallop the prize- fighter, and he took siceipibi: 8 to. it. 


THE ORIGINAL PRESERVED 
SPEECHES. 


EXCLUSIVE. 


ULLIGAN.— The byes say ye licked poor Casey. Shure, he niver 

hurt iny man’s feelin’s. 

Harrican.— He’s a shnake in the grass. The blackgurd re- 
ferred to me as his contimperary, and I'll be the contimperary to no 
man livin’. 
|’ a man holds out to be odd long enough, he will command his 


cult. And having his cult, it's his own fault if he doesn’t market 
sufficient junk under the name of =e to make him rich. 














GC’ pueerny “powever, are not better than one when you are up against 
the necessity of buying her a new hat. 
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One day I 


Not very large, ’tis true. 
a Still, when I urged—as dutyled — 
_ * A slight remonstranée, this she Said: a 
‘*The other girls all do.” 


So from her book a leaf. I took, 
And one I’ll never rue. 
Now when I beg her for a kiss 
And then some more, —I say just this: 


HAT the size of Saturn’s rings 


In dress she wore enormities, “ 


A modest, shrinking maid is she, 
But fatefully she says to me: 


**The other girls all do!” 





PRECEDENT: 














o 


She wore, quite lost to view. 
But when I asked, ‘‘ Why hide your head?” 
She looked surprised and only said: 

‘*The other girls all do.” : 


The dreaded sheath gown, too. 


*. 


. 
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‘«The other girls all do.” 
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May Kelly. 





UP IN‘THE AIR; 


Or, AMELFA, 


AMELIA DE MauPASSANT was a beautiful French maiden of ° 


16— East Houston Street. 


She wore her silken hair in Marcel waves, with here and there 
a little of the beach showing. 
On this particular morning Amelia was sitting at her escritoire 


in her boudoit Jooking o 


noise was heard on the roof as if someone waé raking up the shingles 


with a steam-roller. 


“Bon ami! Eet ees my Mons.. Reginald von Pyfe!” 


CHAPTER II. 


Rushing to the roof, 
Amelia fell into the arms 
of her lover just as he was 
alighting from his air-ship. 

“Reggie!” 

“Amy!” 

Um-yum! um-yum! 
(Repeat until font of type 
is emptied.) 


CuaPTER III. 

The Pyfe air-ship sailed 
peacefully along, ducking 
clouds and scraping stars. 

“Amy,” began her ar- 
dent adimirer, “I love you 
wif all my heart. Sacre! 
Anyzing you ask in sis 
world I will do for you. 
Sucre!” 

“T wish,” replied Amy, 


“you would have sausage 


made out of yonder dog- 
star. Picre!” 

Pyfe turned to look at 
the star designated. He 
had taken a fatal turn, for 
one of the points of his 
mustachios stuck into the 


bag of the air-ship and the 


gas was escaping. 


“Parbleau! What shall we 


do; what shall we do?” 
“We shall go into the 
chapter,” said Amy. 
CHAPTER IV. 
“What are you worr 

































THE AERONAUT’S AFFINITY. 


CuHapter I. 


A CHEAP PERFORMER. 


Mr. HAysoN (as pleasure balloon passes).—'Vhe county fair 
thet. hired thet feller is gettin’ bunkered, b’gosh! 

Mrs. Hayson.— What’s the trouble, Jason? 

Mr. Hayson.— Why, there ain’t a trapeze in sight an’ the 
airynut ain’t even got his tights on! 


vet her list, of creditgires. Suddenly a 





about?” said Amy,calmly; 
“you don’t have to pay 
for the gas, for we are 
thousands of miles from 
. a gas-meter.” 

“ But ve vill sink ven ze 
gas escapes, ve vill sink!” 

‘The gas was now es- 
caping through the aper- 
ture at a terrific rate. It 
made a noise similar to a 
fat man snoring. 

“Why don’t you put 
your mouth to the hole 
and keep blowing into the 
bag until we find a soft 
place to fall?” 

“Oh, zee Americaine 
levity! Eetees horriball!” 

Down, down, down 
went the ship. The earth 
loomed up before them. 

“Where do you think 
we'll fall?” asked Amy, 
nonchalantly. 

* Oi, oi, oi! we are fall- 

_ing into ze ocean!” 
“Horrors! And I left 
my sheath bathing - suit 
home. This thing must stop!” 
And saying this she got an 














IN- TURKEY. 
THE SULTAN (impatiently ).— Confound this dadblasted collar- idea. Taking her gum from her 


mouth she gathered the flaps 
where the balloon was torn and 
stuck them securely together. 
And the air-ship immediately 
commenced to sail upward. 
F. P. Pitzer. 


bolt! I wish it had— 
next IzzeEv AINTIT WaAzzit PASHA (custodian of the imperial ward- 
robe).— Can I be of any assistance, Sire? 
THE SULTAN.— Well, you might get a can of oil and a monkey- 
wrench and help me off with this undershirt. It’s long past bed- 
vin g time now. 
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“New Process” GILLETTE blades will be on sale at all 
dealers after September 1, 1908. 
These blades have been perfected after four years of research 
and experiment, and are the. finest blades ever produ y anyone. 

They are made by newly-invented automatic machines which make all 
blades exactly alike in their remarkable keenness, durability and all desirable 
shaving qualities. 

With these blades you get the most delightful shaves you ever had, no matter 
how pleasant your previous experience with the GILLETTE has been, without 
stropping or honing. 

“ New Process” blades have a high polish, rendering them easily cleaned and 
practically immune from rust. Twelve blades comprise a set and come packed 
ina handsome metal box. It is nickel-plated and seals itself hermetically 
every time it is closed. It is absolutely damp- proof i in any climate, land or sea, 
— entirely sanitary and convenient. When empty it forms a convenient water- 


nye matchsafe. Retail price, ONE DOLLAR PER SET OF TWELVE 
LADES 


If your shaving is Accomplished in some other way, it cannot be so satisfac- 
tory as the “Gillette Way,” and you will find it worth while to adopt the Gillette 
Razor with “ New Process,” blades instead. 

Standard set consisting of triple silver-plated razor, 12 “‘ New Process” blades 
in leather, velvet-lined case, $5.00. Combination sets containing shaving acces- 
sories ranging in price from $6.50 to $50.00. 

At ail hardware, cutlery, jewelry and sporting goods dealers, 


GILLETTE SALES COMPANY 


NEW YORK BOSTON CHICAGO 
262 Times Bldg. 262 Kimball Bldg. 262 Stock Exchange Bldg. 




















Stories 


SHORT SIXES 


They will delight all sorts and 
conditions of readers. 
— Pittsburgh Dispatch. 


The Runaway Browns 


Will bring more than one hearty 
laugh even from those unused to 
smile. —JNV., P. & S. Bulletin. 


Made in France 


Though the creations are de 
Maupassant’s the style is Bun- 
ner's, and we are wall anamaianee 
with that quaint humor and orig- 
inality. — Detroit Free Press. 


More Short Sixes 


You smile over their delicious 
absurdities. perhaps, but never 
roar because they are “awfully 
funny.”— Boston Times. 


The Suburban Sage 


Mr. Bunner in the present vol- 
ume writes in his most happy 
mood. — Boston Times. 





Five Volumes, in Cloth, - $5.00 
or separately : 
Per Volume, - - 1.00 


For sale by all Booksellers, 
or by mail from the 
Publishers on receipt 











of price. 
re om Address: 








While Rock 


‘“‘The World’s Best Table Water’ 
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UNIQUE. 


‘I’m looking for my trunk.” 
‘*Was it a medium-sized trunk, ma’m, made of wood and 





leather, with handles at the ends and a lock in the middle? 
‘*That's the very trunk. I knew you’d remember it.”’ 
| F “Yes, ma’m: I’d know that trunk among a thousand.” 





Hotels and restaurants should have a bottle of 
Abbott's Bitters handy in the dining-room for a fruit 
cocktail. Adds to the deliciousness of grape fruit. 





ANOTHER MISTAKE CORRECTED. 

“There’s no truth in these jokes about summer girls not remembering the 
fellows they were engaged to.” 

“No ? ” 

‘No; I just reminded Miss Flirtigirl that we were engaged at the seashore, 
| and she remembered it perfectly.” Washington Herald. 
Not So MoMENToUs. 
| When the candidate’s speech of acceptance had dragged into the second 
hour, he found his coat plucked by a member of the committee. 

“Say, old man,” was the hoarse whisper, “we didn’t nominate you for 
president; you’ve been nominated for coroner.”— Kansas City Journal. 





A TimMeE-CONSUMING RESPONSIBILITY. 
“ Why are you always contending for shorter hours?” asked the capitalist. 
“ Because,” answered the workingman, earnestly, “so many statesmen are 
looking for my vote that I want more time to read the speeches.” — Washington 
Star. 


SHE.— Who said one man was as good as another. Some socialist, I suppose ? 
He.—No. Some old maid.— Syduey Bulletin. 


Sue.— Darling, would you lay down your life for me? 

He.— Gladly, dearest. 

SHe.— Then suppose you start right in by breaking the news of our engage- 
ment to father.— Philadelphia Record. 
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A CORKER. 
‘‘They used to run this big.’’ 
‘Fish or bottles?” 





A WOMAN can take as much pride in her good figure as if she had it.— 
New York Press. 
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DAINTY DELICIOUS 


Liqueur EXQUISITE CORDIAL 
Peres Chartreux oF THE cENTuRIEs 


GREEN AND YELLOW 
















At first-class WineMerchants,Grocers,Hotels.Cafés 
Batjer & Co., 45 Broad way, New York, N.Y. 
Sole Agents for United States. 
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THE CAMEL’S COMPLAINT. 


Canary birds feed on sugar and seed, 
Parrots have crackers to crunch; 
And, as for the poodles, they tell me the 
noodles 
Have chickens and cream for their lunch. 
But there’s never a question 
About my digestion — 
Anything dues for me! 


Cats, you’re aware, can repose in a chair, 
Chickens can roost upon rails; 
Puppies are able to sleep in a stable, 
And oysters can slumber in pails. 
But no one supposes 
A poor camel dozes — 
Any place does for me! 


Lambs are inclosed where it’s never exposed, 
Coops are constructed for hens ; 
Kittens are treated to houses well heated, 
And pigs are protected by pens. 
But a camel comes handy 
Wherever it’s sandy — 
Anywhere does for me! 
A snake is as round as a hole in the ground, 
And weasels are wavy and sleek ; 
And no alligator could ever be straighter 
Than lizards that live in a creek. 
But a camel's all lumpy, 
And bumpy and humpy — 
Any shape does for me! 
—‘' The Admiral’s Caravan.” 


People would laugh if you rode a giraffe, 
Or mounted the back of an ox; 
It's nobody’s habit to ride on a rabbit, 
Or try to bestraddle a fox. 
But as for a camel, he’s 
Kidden by families — 
Any load does for me! 


“Your business college for young ladies seems to be all right.” 

“It is all right.” 

“Do you give the girls a good practical business training?” 

“In reply to that question I can only say that sixty per cent of our gradu- 
ates marry their employers the first year.” — Louisville Courier - Journal. 


Mrs. GaLev (with newspaper, angrily ).— It's a crying shame the way 
those high courts pay no attention whatever to the wishes of the people! 
Such high-handed proceedings I never heard tell of. 

Mr. GaLrey.— What’s the trouble now, dear? 

Mrs. GaLtey.— Why, in that Fassett divorce case the court decided the 
namics of the co-respondents should not be made public ! —Argonaut. 














In BROOKLYN. 


“TIsn’t it going to prove rather expensive entertaining your aunt for a 
whole week?” 

“Not a bit. There’s a parade, three christenings, two weddings and a 
funeral all on different days.” — Brooklyn Life. 

He.— Would your mother object to my kissing you? 

SHe.— My- mother? Why, she wouldn’t hear of such a thing.— Boston 
Transcrift. 





He.— Do you think a young man has as good a chance now as he had 
twenty or thirty years ago? 

SHE.— Better; this is so sudden, but I know papa will be delighted.— 
New York Sun. 





Puck Proofs 


| This is. but one example of the PUCK PROOFS. Send 
| 10 as. for Catalogue with over 70 Miniature Reproductions. | 


FROM———— Puck 


























HUNGRY. 


By George Blake. Photogravure in Carbon Black, 8x 11 in. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


Address PUCK, New York 


fee stenaronmy Aer tp to 295-309 Lafayette Street 


Publishing Co., 801 Third Ave., New York 
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The shirt you wear may be 
good. You may be quite sure 


it is if itisa Chat 


SHIRT 


$7.50 and more 


Sold only under the CLUETT label. 
An interesting booklet, ‘‘ Today’s Shirt,” sent free. 
CLUETT, PEABODY & CO., 483 River St., Troy, N. Y. 





Isn’t It? 


“ All the world’s a stage.” 

“And yet the young man doesn’t 
always get the girl he wants; the bur- 
glar can’t break jail; the farm is often 
sold without a grandstand rescue. 
How different life is from a melo- 
drama!” — Kansas City Journal. 


RaPIDITY. 
“We Americans are living too fast,” 
said the one’ statesman. 
“Not all of us,” answered the other. 
“Some of us are merely talking too 
fast.” — Washington Star. 


Lockport and Gasport, N. Y., have 
woman letter carriers. No delay in the 
delivery of postal cards is reported.— 
New York Evening Fost. 


AsHLEY.— Do you have much vari- 
ety in your boarding-house? 

SeyMour.—Weli, we have three 
different names for the meals.— Zhe 
World. 


THE WRITER’s CHILD.— Pa, what is 
penury ? 

THE WRITER.— Penury, my son, is 
the wages of the pen.— Cleveland 
Leader. 
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SURBRUG’S 


ARCADIA 
MIXTURE 


Its aromatic delicacy will surprise you. 

It is the most perfect blend of tobacco you 
ever put in your Le gh highest class—it 
stands all by itself, the KING of mixtures. 

A tobacco that your women folks will 
like to have you smoke at home—you may 
never have known the luxury a pipe 
smoke before. : 


SEND 10 CENTS 227°... 
THE SURBRUG CO., 132 Reade St., New York 














THE FLATHUNTER'S Way. 
We don’t get any too much light ; 
It’s pretty noisy, too, at that; 
The folks next door stay-up all night ; 
There's but one closet in the flat; 
The rent we pay is far from low ; 
‘Our flat is small and in thie rear; 
But we have looked around, and so 
We think we'll stay another year. 


Our dining room is pretty dark ; 
Our kitchén’s hot and‘very small ; 
The ‘‘ view” we get of, Central Park 
We really do not get at all. 
The ceiling cracks and crumbles down 
Upon me while I’m working here — 
But, after combing all the town, 
We think we’ll stay another year. 


We are not ‘‘handy’’ to the sub; 

Our hall-boy service is a joke; 
Our janitor’s a foreign dub 

Who never does a thing but smoke. 
Our landlord says he will not cut 

A cent from rent already dear; 
And so we sought for better — but 

We think we’ll stay another year. 

—F. P. Adams in N. Y. Mail. 


“Pa,” said the senator’s little boy, 
looking up from his book, “what is a 
‘nemesis’ ?” . 

“A nemesis,” my son,” replied the 
senator wearily, “is a female office- 
seeker that you foolishly promised to 
assist.” — Philadelphia Press. 








PHILIP MORRIS 


in boxes of ten 


Sel 


In the past half century 
many changes have oc- 
curred in men and things 
but none whatever in the 
delightful quality of 


ORIGINAL LONDON 
CIGARETTES 


AMBASSADOR 
the after-dinner size 


35c 


CAMBRIDGE 


25c 
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New York OVERLOOKED. 


During the one hundred and eigh- 
teen years in which we have had a 
national house of representatives it 
has never had a speaker who was 
born in New York City. — Kansas 
City Journal. 


“How pip Sniggsley ever get his 
reputation for the possession of great 
wisdom?” 

“His wife talks so much that he 
never gets a chance to expose his ig- 
norance.” — Chicago Record- Herald. 


“THOT wor a grand turnout iv frinds 
at y’r poor husband’s funeral yesterday, 
Mrs. Casey!” commented the neigh- 
ae : 

“Tt wor and Oi appreciated ut, Mrs. 
Ryan. 

Indade, what wid th’ neighbors and 
connixions, th’ Hibernians, th’ Gaelic 
Society and th’ Sons iv St. Patrick, it 
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TWO IN 
**Close shave, old chap.” 


“Yep. 











ONE MORNING. 


Regular ‘Gillette’.” | 





To half a grape fruit 


Bitters, and sugar to suit the taste. 


add a teaspoonful of Abbott's 
It's the ideal 


way to serve this delicious fruit. 








wor proud Oi wor vesterday t’ be a 
widdy! — Brooklyn Life. .« 


Pears 


“'There’s no place like 
home,” and no soap like 
Pears.’ 

Pears’ Soap is found in 
millions of homes the world 


over. 
Sold everywhere. 


“Wuicu is better,” inquired the 
young patriot, “to be a silver-tongued 
orator or a practical politician?” 

“Tt depends,” answered Senatof | 
Sorghum, ‘‘on your personal amb 
tions. Some people desire the last 7 
word, and others are concerned solely 
about the first ballot.” — Washington 
Star. > 





Tue Herress.— But why should I 
marry you? I don’t love you. 

HER Suiror.— Oh, that’s all right 
I shan’t be at home very much, you 
know.— London Opinion. 
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By DEGREES. 

«Gimme some soft boiled eggs.” 

“Better have an omelet, sir,” sug- 
gested the waiter. ‘Them eggs ain't 
extraordinary fresh.” 

“ All right; make it an omelet.” 

“ And, sir—” 

“Well, waiter?” 

“Better have a Spanish omelet.” 

The order was then switched to 
chops.— Washington Herald. 


DANGEROUS COMPARISON. 


“Well,” said the man who is running 
for office, “suppose I do think I am 
bigger than my party. What then?” 

“In that case,” replied the cool 
campaigner, “your party is liable to 
dwindle in a way that'll leave no possi- 
ble doubt as to the correctness of your 
estimate.” — Washington Star. 


SreLia.— What bankrupted him? 

BeLLa.— His wife dressed so peo- 
ple wouldn’t think he was becoming 
bankrupt.— Mew York Sun. 


Restaurants 
and Hotels 


win distinction and favor by the 
excellence of the products they 
serve. Those who study to please 
invariably provide 


EVANS’ ALE 


for the enjoyment of their guests 
and the good name of the house. 
NOW IS THE TIME TO ORDER. 
C. H. EVANS & SONS, HUDSON, N. Y. 








PAINLESS DENTISTRY. 


“ How much for the job, dec?” 

“One dollar. ‘That’s reasonable 
enough.” 

“| s’pose so, but I do hate to part 
Wil) money. Take it out of my pocket 
while ’'m under the influence of the 
8as.— Kansas City Journal. 





A Sap TALE. 


The story allowed in a careless sort 
of way to drift from Republican sources 
that contributions to Republican cam- 
paign funds are coming in so slowly 
that the leaders are growing pale in 
the gills is sweet in sentiment and su- 
perb in originality. It is also sombre 
with patos —yes, we must not over- 
look the pathos. It is enough to touch 
the hardest heart. It offers a promis- 
ing subject for a painter ought to bring 
salt tears to the eye of every humani- 
tarian. It is a theme for a poet with 
a larchrymose pen, it offers a promis- 
ing subject for a painter with an elo- 
quent brush. Think of it!’ The Re- 
publican campaign managers starving 
in the midst of plenty! ‘The puissant 
trust-busters Gf the Republican régime 
hungering for wherewithal to do more 
of the sort of trust-busting they have 








Is A Bottled Delight 
There’s only one remedy for a hot 
refreshing cocktail. CLUB COCK. 


TAILS are just what a cocktail ought 
to be—an exquisitely flavored, 


gently stimulating drink — thirst- 


quenching, cooling and satisfying. 
Always Uniform— Always Right 
Martini (cin base), Manhattan (whiskey 
base), are universal favorites 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 
Sole Props. 


Hartford New York 











done in the past and it cometh nat! 
‘Taft, the arch-enemy of plutocracy, of 
trust-breaking, protection, and of all 
things plutocratic striving for election ; 
and the funds with which to do it are 
withheld ! 


Money, money, everywhere, 
Nor any plunk for Rumsey! 


It is one of the saddest stories ever 
told. Let the orchestra strike up trem- 
ulous music; let the violin shiver with 
melancholy shivering; let the audience 
how low with sadness; let the green 
lights glow softly upon the depressing 
tableau revivants.— Louisville Courier- 
Journal. 





Our Political Folder will help you win. Voters want it. 
Decided novelty. Suitabte for any candidate ot soy pent y- 
Write for samples. Red Book Press, New Rochelle, N. Y. 





RIALTO TALK. 


“] think,” said the Roman gladia- 
tor, “that I’ll do single combats with 
Numidian lions for the coming sea- 
son.” 

“Stick to the legit,” advised Sparta- 
cus. “Too many people going into 


vaudeville.” — Washington Herald. 





day’s thirst—cracked ice and acool, | 


Candidates for Election 








“Ofe EDISON 
PHONOGRAPH 


is the choice of both Candidates 


OU can buy of any dealer in Edison Records records 
¥ nace by Mr. Taft and Mr. Bryan, the Republican 
and Democratic candidates for President. 
For the first time in the history of politics, candidates 
for the highest office in the gift of the people have made 
Records for Phonographic use. 


The Phonograph selected was the Edison Phonograph, both on 
account of the prominence of Mr. Edison in the scientific world, and 
on account of the accuracy of Records made by his process. Go to 
the nearest «lealer and hear the:n. 


NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH COMPANY, 43 Lakeside Avenue, Orange, N. J. 


























| THROUGH SPACE. There 
| Behold! ‘The airship sets the pace, 
| And with a majesty serene 
| Proceeds to take long flights through 
space — 

The space in each month’s magazine. 


year. Weenable you 

to qualify in your own home at 

small cost to passany Civil Service Ex- 
amination. Get free Civil Service Kook. 
Corres. Schools, Box I1If Scranton, Pa. 




















| — Washington Star 
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A TOTAL STRANGER. 


**Can’t we get this check cashed at the Steenth National Bank— you 
are one of the board of directors, I believe? ”’ 
‘*Why, yes— but I feel sure that nobody in the bank knows me.” 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
Sold by good druggists and grocers. 





1 lost?” HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREIIOUSE, 


t 
Branon Wanknovse : te Beexmmn Street. | 
All kinds of Paper made to order 


“ Have you ever loved an 
sighed the swain. 
“Nope,” responded the maiden, 
| promptiy. “I’ve won every breach of | 
promise suit | ever brought.” — Cleve- | 

land Leader. 





New Yous 


A Continual Buurr. 

“ Life is largely a pretense.” 

“Say the rest of it.” 

“T used to have to pretend that I 
liked cigarettes when I was a kid, and 
now it’s the same with grand opera.” 
— Kansas City Journal. 


Misrress.— Did the mustard plas- 
|} ter do vou any good, Bridget ? 

Maip.— Yes; but, begorry, mum, 
ut do bye the tongue! — Philadelphia 
Inquirer. 





Hope Lerv. 

Prospective Best MAn,— Got the 
marriage license yet? 

PROSPECTIVE BRIDEGROOM. — No; 
I’m not going to get that until the last 
thing. She may go back on me.— 
Chicago Tribune. 


(AN 


’ 1 
bie polih fo all metals. but the polish 


Bar Keepers Friend 


Jasts, it will shine on! It benefits all metals, minerais 
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STONY, worn-out tract of land, 
Enclosed by straggling, patched up fences, 
Lay four miles north of Hesterville, 
Near where Old Sandy Creek commences. 
One day Nance Turner walked that way, 
Because her yokel sweetheart led her. 
‘*When we git spliced we'll build a shack, 
Right here,” said he, ‘‘in Hawkins’ medder.” 


A shack it-was, and thus it stood, 

Through years that Nance and Si spent toiling, 
He sprucing up the place, and she 

At household chores and soft soap boiling. 
The family grew, and wings were built, 

That rambled all about creation; 
And when the railroad came, we spoke 

Of ‘‘Bodkins place” at Bodkins Station. 


Bat time has wrought great changes there; 
Si Bodkins’ widow has to hustle 
To keep the mortgage where it is. 
And summer boarders make her bustle: 
The city papers reach the town 
With ads. And folks that read the Banner 
Gasp: ‘‘Si’d turn over in his grave 
T’ see his place called ‘* Hillview Manor.” 
Charles R. Barnes 
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